A SISTEH'S

VENGEANCE

Sy GEORQGE MANVILLE FENN

CHAPTER 1V.—~{Continued.)

“Ourse them!” eried Ahel, as he rench-
ed the other side of the pnlllt and saw
that which his sister had seen from the
oliff behind the cottage,

He looked ronnd him for a fresh way
of escape. There was the wea, If they
liked to leap In and swim: but they could
be easily overtaken, The rocks above
them were too overhanging to climb, and
there was no other wny, unless lhu res
tarned, and tried to rush through their
pursuers; for beyond Uie point the tide
beat npon the elifl.

“No good, Bart; we're teapped,” said
Abel, stolidly., “I'll never forgive her-=

Ill

“Yeu, you will,” sald Bart, sitting down
on a rock, and earcfully taking off his
fur cap to wipe his heated brow, "Yon
will some day. Why, I could forgive her
anything—1 conid. She's n wundurﬂll
gell; but, I sny, my hips are werry sore,”

He ot staring down at the boat be-
yond the point, the anchor having been
taken on bonrd, and the oars belng out
to keep her off tlw rocks, as she rose and
fell with the coming tide,

“Nol" sald Abel, bitterly,
forgive her—never!”

“Nay, lad, don't say that,” sald Bart,
rubbing one -hla “Hey, lnsa! There
dn b. Top o the,cliff. Look at her,

"No." sald Abrel: “let her look—nt her
cowardly work.

“Now, then!" shouted the head consta-
ble, as he came panting up, “Is it sur-
render, or fight 7'

For answer, Abel climbed alowly down
to the sands, followed by Bart; and the
pext minute they were surrounded and
stood with gyves upon thelr wrista,

“Warm work," uid the anllbll.
cheertully; “but we've got you safe now.”

In sllence the party with their pelson-

“I'll never

ors walked slowly back, and beneath the| mouth,

spot where Mary stood Yike & figure carv-
ed ont of rock, far above their heads,
till they had gone out of sight, without| 4
once looking up or making a wign,

Then the poor girl sank down In the
rocky niche wherd she had climbed first.
and burst into an agonized fit of weep-

“Father — mother — brother—all
Lover false! Alone—-alone—alone!” she
pobbed. “What have I done to deserve
it all? Nothing!" she cried, flercely, as
she sprang to her feet and turned and
shok her clinched fists landward, *Noth-
fng but love a cold, cruel wretch, Yes,
love; and now-—oh, how I hate bim—and
all the world!"

Bhe sank down again In the niche all of
a bheap, and sat there with the sun slow-
Iy sinking lower, and the seabirds wheel-
ing round and round above her head, and
watching her with lnquisitive eyes, as
they cach now and then uttered a mourn-
ful wall, which sounded wnltln!ll!.

And there she sat, hour after hour,
it was quite dar! whon she began l‘mv
Iy to descend, asking herself what she
should do to save her brother and his
friend, both under a misconception, but
suffering for her sake.

“And 1 stay here!” she sald, passion-
ately. “Let them think what they will,
I’ll try and save them, for they must be
in prison now."”

Mary wan gquite right: for as night fell
Abel Dell and Bart, his com
partaking of a very frugal meal, and
made uncomfortable by the fact lllt it
was not good, and that they—men free
to come and go on sea and land—were
now safely caged behind a mawmive lron

“Well,” sald Bart, at last, “I'm only
sorry for one thing mnow."

“What's that—Mary being so base?"
Mary belng so base?’

“Nay, I'm sorry for that,” replied Bart,
“bat what I meant was that [ dldn't
‘l.v.oul.h captain one hard 'un om the

CHAPTER V.

The laws were tremendously steingent
in those days when it was considered
much easler to bring an offender's bad
u.mtoncndthntolnphln at the

's expense; und when tho stealing
of a sheep was consldered a crime to be
punished with death au attack upon the
sacred person of one of the king's officers
by a couple of notoridus law-breakers
war not Hkely to be looked upon lenlent-
m"’""" well known for stern sen-

lut A jury of Devon men waw sitting
nmolomd&klnoulnd let
and feeling dllvnlod to dea
ulily with a couple of young hllnwl
whese previous bad eharacter was all in
connection with smug , & erlme with
the sald jury of a very t dye, certaln-
not black, Abel and Bart escapedd
wope, and were sentenced te trans-
r!rllllon to m of his majesty’s colonles
the West lndies, there to do eonvict
work In m_uuetinu with plantations, or
the making of roads, as their task mas-
ters might think fit,

Time glided by, and Mary Dell found
that her lite at home had become issup-
portable,

Bhe was net long In fAnding that, now
that was left alone and unprotected,
she wis not to be free from tion.
Her contemptuous rejection of Captain
Armstrong's advances seemed to have the
effect of Increasing his persecution; and
one evening at the end of a couple of
months, Mary Dell sat on ope of the
rocks outside the vottnge door, guzing
out to sea, and watching the ships wall
westward, as she wondered ,whether
those on board would ever see the broth-
er who seemed to be nll thut was left to
her In this world.

That purticuldr night the thought which
bad been hatching in her brain ever
since Abel had been sent away flow forth
fully fledged and ready, and she rose
from where she had been sitting in the
evening sunshine, and walked into the
cottuge,

Bhe went into hor brother Abel's bed-
rogm, where she stayed for some minutes,
and then, with a quick, rvesolute wsrep,
whe re-entered the cottnge kitehen, thrust
the few embers together that burned uy.
on the hearth, took a paler of scissors
from a box, aud sgain seated herself be-
fore n gluss,

he sun was setting, and filled the
elnte-floored kitchen with light which
flushed back from the blurred looking
gluse, und cast a furlous glave In the
girl'w stern countenspee, with it heavy,
dark brows, son-browned, ruddy cheeks,
and gleaming eyes,

Bnip!

The sharp sclusors had passed threugh
one lock of the massive black tresses
whieh she hnd shaken over her ghouldors,
and which then rippled to the cottuge
floor.

#nipl

Auother cut, and two locks bad fallen,

Then rapldly solp, chri-
v o g o v a1
! reddy arm’ here

asll there; wtel blades

and opened and elosed, as if arm, hand
and sclssors formed the neck, head and
angry bill of wome flerce bird attacking
that well-shaped head, and at every snap
took off a thick tress of hair,

An hour later, Just as the red moon
rave slowly above the surface of the sea,
d sturdy looking young man, with a stout
stick In one hand—the very stick which
had helped to belabor Captain Aemstrong
~—und a bundle tied up in a handkerchier
benoath his arm, stepped ont of the cot-
tage, changed the key from Inside to vut-
side, closed the old door, locked it, drag-
gd out the key, and with a sudden jerk
sent it fiylug far out into deep water be-
yond the rocks, Then the fgure turned
once more to the cottage, gazed at It fix-
edly for a few moments, took a step or
two away: but sprang back directly with
an exceeding bitter ery, and kissed the
rough, unpainted woodwork ageain and
again with rapld action, and then dashed
off to the foor of the ¢l and climbed
rnmlls- to the sheep track—the faintly

Kalh that led toward Blapton Lea
and the old hall, where the captaln still
stayed with hla young wife, and then
Joined the west road which led to Ply-
mouth,

Bhe strode on manfully for another
quarter of a mile, when all at once there
was a stoppage, for another figure was
scott coming from the direction of Tor-
croms, and the moon shining full upon
the face showed plainly who It was,

There was no question of Identity, for
that evening Captaln James
—whose journcy had been postponed—had
snubbed his young wite cruelly, quarrel-
ed with his cousin Humphrey, who had
been there to dine, and then left the
house, determined to go down to Mary
Dell's solitary cottage.

“Who's this?" muttered the captain,
“Humph! sallor on the tramp to Ply-
Well, he won't know me, 1
won't turn back.”

He strode on a dosen yards and then

short, as the figure before him
hu stopped a few moments before; apd
&ulehamumwn&oMoﬂh
captain, His knees shook, his face turn-
ed wet, and his throat grew dry.

It was horrible; but there m!ﬂ be mo

ne!| mistake,

“Abel Delll” he cried, hoarsely.
leaped at the idea that the brother had
returned in apirit, to save his sister from
all harm,

“Out of my path!” rang forth in an-
swer, the volce belng loud, Imperious and
fierce; and then, in a tone of intense
hatred and suppressed passion, the cne
word—"Dog!"

As the last word rang out there was
& whistling as of a stick passing through
the alr, a tremendous thud, the ca
tain fell headlong upon the rocky

Then there was utter silence ag m
young sallor ?Iaml one foot upon the
prostrate man's chest, stamped upon it
savagely, and m-odv on right away over
the wild eountry bordering the sea,

The figure loomed up once In the moon-
light, as the captain rose slowly upon one
elbow and gased after It, to pee tm it
seemed to be of supernatural
and then he sank back agaln with a

groan.
“It's a spirit,” he sald, “come back to
her;" and then the poltroon fainted dead

were AWAY.

CHAPTER VI,

Bomeone was singlng a west-conntry
ditty, There wan a pause in the ging-
fog, and the striking of several blows
with a rough hoe, to the destruction of
weeds In a coffee plantation; while, as the
chops of the hoe struek the clods of earth,
the fetters worn b: the striker gave forth
faint clinks,
h“ma 1 sy, Ah-l. mate; don't, lad,

n't,"”

“Don’t what?* sald Abel Dell, resting
upon his hoe, and looking up at big Bart
Wrigley, clothed like himaelf, armed with
A hoe, and also decorated with fetters,
As he stood wiping the perspiration from
his forehead.

“Don't sing that there old song. It do
make me feel po unked."

“Unked, Bart? Well, what i it does?
These are unked days.”

“Ay: but cach time siogs that I
segm to see the rocks by the shore
at home, with the lvy hanging down, and
the feeding, and the sea rolling In,
and the biue sky, with gulls a-8ying; and
it makes mg feel like a boy ul!n. and,
big as I am, ae if I should cry."

“Always were like a big boy, Bart.
Hoe away, lad; the overseer's looking."”

Bart went on chopplug weeds, diligently
following his triul‘n cnn.l-. as & sour-

n ulu h: in

tompany with

ing his muaket, lm tll-ﬂ' by with
out speaking, and Abel continued;

here, and blue sky and

“Ay," sald Bart; “there's sunshing hot
enough to fry a mack'rel, Place Is right
enough If you was free; but it aren't
home, Abel, It aren't bome,"

“Home! no,” said the ypung man, sav-
agely, “But we have no home, Bhe
spolled that."

“Ah, you're a hard 'un, Abel," remark-
ed Bart, after n time,

“Yes; and yon're a soft 'un, Bart, Bhe’
could always turn you round her lttle
fiuger,”

‘:\J-'. bless her; and she didn't tell on
us.'

“Yes, she did,” sald Abel, sourly; and
he turned back upon his companion, and
tolled awny to hide the working of his
fnee,

The sun shone down as hotly as it can
shine in the West Indles, and the coarse
shirts the young men wore showed
patches of molsture where the perspira-
tlon came through: but they worked on,
for the labor deadened the misery in
their breasts,

“How long have we been here, mate ¥
snld Bart, after a pause,

“Duuno,” replied Abel, flercely,

“How long will they xeep us in this
here place? sald Bart, after another in-

‘terval, and he looked from the beautitul

shore at the bottom of the slope on which
they worked to the cluster of stono nnd
wood-built bulldings, which formed the
prison and the station farm, with factory
and mill, all worked by conviet labor,
while those ln the uelghborhood were
minnged by blicks,

Abel did not ansaver, ounly scowled
fiereely; and Bart slghed and repeated
his question,

“Till we diel" wsaid Abel, savagely;
“same a8 we've seen other fellowy die—
of fever, and hard work, and the lash,
Curse the captaln! Curge—"

Bart clapped one hand over hiw com-
anjon's lips, and he held the other be-
ind his head, dropping his hoe to leave
tull liberty to act,

“I never quarrels with you, Abel, lad,"
he wald, shortly; *but If you says w

S £ R
Abel seemed tn Ml but

, as he | 882

hnnln,loddldhhhl&lﬁ
loosed him and pleked up hie hoe, (1]
the overseer, who had come woftly up
behind, bm;hl down the whip he car
rled with stinglng violence ncross the
shoulders of first one nnd then the other,

The young men sprang round raviage-
Iy: but there wan a nentry close behind,
musket-armed and with bayonet fixed,
and they knew that fifty soldiers were
within eall, and that if they struck their
taskmaster down nnd made for the jungle
they would be hunted out with dogs, be
shot down like wild beasts, or die of
starvation, as other unfortunates had
died before them,

There was nothing for It but to resome
thele labor and hoe to the clanking of
their fetters, while, after a promise of
what was to follow, in the shape of tying
up to the trlangles, and the cat, if they
quirreled again, the overscéer went on to
#ee to the others of his flock,

“It's worse than a dog's life!” said
Abel, bitterly. “4 dog does get petted
ns well as kicked, Bart, lnd, I'm sorry
1 got you that lash”

“Nay, Ind; never mind.,"” sald Bart,
“I'm wsorry for you; but don't speak hard
things of Mary."”

“I'l tey not,” sald Abel, nk he hoed
awany excitedly; “but I hope this coffee
we grow may polson those who drink it.,"”

Hart was close up to a dense patch of
forest—one wild tangle of enne and creep-
er, which literally tied the tall trees to-
gether and made the torest impassable—
when the shrieking of a kind of jay which
had been Hitting about excitedly xtopped,
and was followed by the melodions whis-
tle of a white bird and the twittering of
guite a flock of little fellows of & gor-
rmm sevarlet erlmwon, Then the shriek-
ng of several parrota answerlng each
other arose; while Just above Bart'y head,
where clustera of trumpet-bloasoms hung
down from the edge of the forest, scores
of brilllantly scaled humming birds lt-
erally bussed about on almost tra
ent wing, and then suspended themaelves
in midair aw they probed the nectaries of
the flowers with their long bills, Bart
glanced at hin fellow-convict and was
about to work back, when there came a
sound from gut the dark forest which
made him stare wildly, and then the
sound arose agaln. Bart cha color
and did not stop to hoe, but walked rap-
fdly across to Abel

“What's the matter?’ sald the Iatter.

“Dunno, lad,” saild the other, rubbing
his brow with his arm; “but there's some-
thing wrong."

“What Is it?’

“Ihat's what I dunno; but just now
something sald quite plain, ‘Bart, Bart!' "

“Nonsense! You were dreaming.”

“Nay. I was wide awake as I am now,
and as I turned and stared it sald it

in."
“Poll parrot,”"” sald Abel, grufly, "Ge
Here's the over

on with your work.
w.ll

The young men worked away, and their
supervisor passed them, and, apparently
satlsfled, mthnd his Jmcy l'ouml

“May have been a " sald
Bart. "They do talk plaln. Abl, lad;
but this sounded like something else.”

“What else could it be?’

“Hounded like a ghost.”

Abel burst into a hearty laugh—eo
hearty that Bart's tm was slowly over-
spread by a broad smile

“Why, lad, that's Inlm." he mald, grim-
ly. “1 ar'n't seen you do that for months.
Work away.”

The hint was given because of the over-
seer glancing In their direction; and they
now worked on together slowly, going
down the row toward the jungle, at
which Bart kept on darting uneasy
glances,

“Enough to make a man laugh to hear
you talk of ghosts, Bart,"” sald Abel, at-
ter a time,

“What could it be, then?"

“Parrot some lady tamed,” sald Abel,
shortly, as they worked on side by slde,
“escaped to the woods agaln, Bome of
these birds talk just like a Christian,”

“Ay,"” said Bart, after a few moments’
quiet théught; “I've heerd 'em, lad; but
then'l no poll parrot out here as kunows
‘.‘

“Knows you?"

“Well, dldnt I tell you as it called me
‘Bart, Bart!'"

“Bounded like it,” sald Abel, lacon-
leally., “What does he want?'

For just then the overseer shouted, and
signed to the gangmen to come to him,

“To begin another job—log-rolling, I
mh," growled Bart, shoulderiug his

At that moment, as Abel followed his
example, there came in a low, eager tone
of volce tmn out of the jungle, twenty
yards away

"Bnrtl—-Abdl—-lbcll"

“Don't leck,” whispered Abel, who reel-
ed as If struck, and recovered himself to
cateh his ofmpanion by the arm. “All
right!” be sald aloud: “we'll be here to-
morrow, We must go," 4

—

OHAPTER VII.

It was quite a week before the two
young men were at work in the plantation
of young trees anln. and during all tht
time they had f discussed the
volee they had heard. Evéry time they
approached the bordérs of &o plantation
where It ran up to the virgin foreat they
had been on the qul ¥ive, expecting to
hear their names called again, but only
to be disappointed; and, after dus con.
sideration, Abel placed a right juterpre-
tation upon the reason,

“It was someone who got ashore from a
hoat,” he sald, “and managed to crawl up
there, It's uw only place where anyone
could get up."

“No,o0ld mate would take all that
trouble for us, lad, It's someone Mary's
sent m bring us a letter and a bit of
news,'

It was at night in the prison lines that
Birt said this, and then he listened won-
deringly In the dark, for he heard somes
thing like a sob from cluse to his elbow.

“Abel, matey!” he whispered,

“Don’t talk to me, old lud,"” came back
honrsely atfter a time, And then, after a
long silence, “Yew, you'te right, Poor
lamw—poor lass!"

“Say that again, Abel; way that again,”
whispered Bart, excitedly,

“Poor lasa! I've been too hard on her.
She didn't get us took."

“Thank God!"

These were Bart's hoarsely whispered
words, choked with emotion; and directly
after, as he lay there, Abel Dell fely a
great, rough, trembling hand pass across
his face and search about him till it
reached his own, which it gripped nnd
held* with n strong, firm clasp, for there
was beneath Bart's rongh, husk-like ex-
terlor a groat deal of the true, loyal ma-
terinl of which Eopglish gentlemen are
made; and when toward morning those
two prisoners fell asleen in thelr chains,
hand was still geipped in hand, while the
dreams that Lrightensd the remaining
hours of their rest from peunl labor were

very similar, lenx of a yough home down
beneath Devou's lovely clilis, where the
sen ran sparkling over the clean-washod
pebbles, and the handsome face of Mary
smiled upon each In turn.

{To be continued.)

Getting & sealskin cloak is almoat as
great an event In a girl's life as got-
ting married.

The best way 0% to obtain praise i
to ask for it
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